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little self. The degree of culture I have attained con-
sists in a most mortifying admission of my own ignor-
ance. The life of a philologist striving in every direc-
tion of criticism and yet a thousand miles away from
Greek antiquity becomes every day more impossible
to me. I even doubt whether I shall ever succeed in
becoming a proper philologist. If I cannot succeed
incidentally, as it were, I shall never succeed. The
trouble of it is that I have no example and am in the
dangerous position of the fool who acts on his own
responsibility. My plan for the immediate future is
four years of work in cultivating myself and then a
year of travel, in your company perhaps. Our life
is really a very difficult one. Sweet ignorance led by
teachers and traditions was so blissfully secure.

Moreover you will be well-advised not to choose
a small University in which to settle down. One is
isolated even in one's science. What would I not give
for you and me to be able to live together! I am al-
most forgetting how to speak. But the most irksome
feature of my life is that I must always be impersonat*
ing or representing somebody, either the teacher, the
philologist, or the man, and that I have always to be-
gin by proving my mettle to all whom I frequent, I
am, however, a very bad hand at this, and get steadily
worse as time goes on. I either remain dumb or in-
tentionally only say as much as* a polite man of the
world is expected to say. In short, I am more dis*
satisfied with myself than with the world, and feel
therefore all the more attached to the dearest of
friends.

Farewell!   Farewell!